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Eddie's bent over, twisting the knobs on a guitar pedal. Though he's been trying to avoid the guitarist in an 
effort to rid himself of some stupid fucking feelings, Dave can't help but stare. 


Goddamn. Dave turns away, catching a glance from Alex, who had noticed the blond's observation of his 


brother. Embarrassed by the look the older Van Halen shoots him from across his drum set, the singer's 


cheeks flush. 


As per usual, Van Halen's set is filled with copious pelvic movement from Dave. During this night, like others 
thatve occured within the weeks before it, Dave shys away from as much interaction with Eddie as he can 
without looking as if he's actively avoiding the other man. Most singer-guitarist interaction has been replaced 


with Dave staring at Eddie from across the stage in between songs. 


"Could you be any more obvious, Dave?" Alex says to him after the show. "You avoid him and then you check 


him out for hours.. do something about it, man." 


Later that night, the drummer locks his very miffed brother and their very blond singer in their dressing 


room. 


"Come on" Dave pounds on the door. He has yet to encounter any groupies that night, and his body's reacting 
to the fact he's not fucking anyone right now, as he usually would be after a show. (Dave knows his body is 
also reacting to the fact that he's locked in a room with a hot, sweaty Eddie Van Halen, but its not like he's 


ever gonna admit it) 


After a few minutes spent trying to escape the room, Dave falls back into a chair, defeated. Eddie's got his 


hands on a guitar, overalls unhooked on one side and hanging off his skinny frame. 


"You've been avoiding me," Eddie confronts, and Dave swallows once. Hard. He can see Eddie's eyes follow the 


movement his Adam's apple as it moves before his gaze returns to the instrument he holds. 


"Yeah." Suddenly Dave can't wait to get out of this room, hot guitarists but a thought in the back of his mind. 
This was, in no way, the way he had expected his night to go. He'd thought he would have a few beers, then 
maybe a couple groupies to have some fun with. He had definitely never thought he would end up locked in a 
room with Eddie. Though, now that he thought of it, Dave was pretty sure he'd once jacked off to a fantasy of 


his that had been based on being stuck in a room with a certain Dutch-American guitarist. 


Goddamn. Definitely not the kind of thing Dave wants to be thinking about right now. Not while he's trying to 


maintain a conversation with the very man he's fantasized about. 
"Why?" 


The word causes Dave to fidget with the sleeve of his shirt. His pulse quickens as his brain scrambles over 
what his response will be. When his brain decides that words have failed him, Dave's body takes the three 


strides over to where Eddie is sat in a chair and kisses Eddie. Hard. 


When they break apart, they're both out of breath. "Goddamn," Eddie breathes, still looking fairly confused as 


he slides the guitar off his lap and into a stand. "So you've been avoiding me ‘cause you wanna kiss me?" 


Dave shakes his head quickly, then changes his mind and nods a bit. "Cause | have fuckin’ feelings for you that 
| don't know how to deal with." 


At these words, Eddie's eyes light up as his face shows his understanding. "I know how to deal with ‘em," he 
says with a grin, and within moments the dark haired man has Dave's pants around his ankles and is on his 


knees on the floor, his mouth around Dave's cock. 


"Fuck-fuckin’.. Goddamn," Dave manages to gasp out before he feels Eddie's mouth pull off, a long, slow lick up 
the underside of his dick, and Eddie's mouth back around him. This is one of Dave's closest friends, whom he 
also occasionally hates, sucking his dick. (Though it's not as if Dave hasn't imagined this before either.) Dave's 


cock hits the back of Eddie's throat, eliciting a gasp and a moan from the singer. 


"| wanna," Dave manages out-Jesus Christ, where did Eddie learn how to make a man feel so good with his 
mouth? Is Dave the first man he's blown? Dave has so many questions-"| wanna make you feel good" How 


incredi bly eloquent. 


Eddie's mouth releases Dave's cock again and he stands. Dave's lips capture Eddie's again, and Dave can taste 
his own dick on Eddie's tongue. Eddie's hand soon occupies the position formerly taken by his mouth on Dave's 
hard cock Dave unhooks the still-fastened side of Eddie's overalls and pulls them off Eddie's body to gain 
access to his chest, which he promptly latches his mouth onto. Dave's lips clamp around one of Eddie's nipples, 
then move up to the guitarist's neck, tongue teasing and teeth scattering red marks that will turn violet 
across his skin, drawing moans out of the man. 


Eddie pulls Dave's shirt off the singer and Dave spits in his palm, taking both his and Eddie's cocks in hand. 
They form a sort of rhythm in their movements, and it isn't long until white paints their stomachs and they 
hold onto one another, exhausted. 


"Jesus Christ." Dave shakes his head-a week ago, if you'd've told David Lee Roth that he'd have gotten head 
from Eddie Van Halen and then jerked them both off, he'd have suggested that your mental state wasn't 
stable. But now that it's happened.. "Goddamn." 


